POETIC CHIPS.

Tte melancholy days bave come,
The saddest In the yesr;

Like frosts belore the morning sup,
Tte woodpiles disappear.

The horse bit his master,
How came 1t to pass ¥
Ile heard the good pastor

Say “All flesh Is grass.”

And the night shall be filled with burgiars,
And thieyes that infest the Cay

tihall pack ap their traps like peddlers,
And carry the sj.oons away.

The brown thrush eways in the bushes,
The brown leaves dance in the breeze, .
The brown rogoe Autuma is bhere, with his

brashes,
I'ainting brown all this brown that one recs

The cprootic days have come,
The mckest ol the year,
The time for idle jucks and veterinary quacks,
And mashes, balls and fleama, and horses on
ihe bler.

*Tis said the world grows wiser ay by day—
That mind i» climbing to perfection’s pesk:

Yet, after all. “tie but & childish play—

Man's chief dependence seems 10 be his “cheek.”

On the walk s hat did lie,

And a pallus chap ssiled by,
And he cut a lively swell
He was a clerk to a botel

And he gave that hat a kick,

And he came across & brick—
Now upon a crutch he goes,
Minus half a pound of tocs,

There I & young woman of Lynn
Grown up so exceedingly thin,
When she wears ber pull back
Ehe seeme flesh to lack,
And ber bounet seems stuck on a pin

Bat a fat Jittle gir]l up in Groton
Suye: *This i a fashion I vole on;
If 1 doin this rig
As balloons look as bir,
It 48 romething 10 make peopie dote on.”

PHE LITLE BLACK FIDDLE.

It hung in the gariet, on one of the
big nails there, all around it the lumber
of an old house—trunks, broken chairs,
a superannuated chest of drawers, a
spisning-whecl, cobwebs,

Years and years ago a tramp had been
taken in at the door in a fainting condi-
tion. He lay all day in a stupor on the
scttee where they bad placed him; and,
moved with pity, and in some slight con-
sternation as to what was to become of
him, and of thomselves, too, if this state
continued, the housch:old did what they
could do for him. Just before derk he
began to murmer a broken jargon of
English and foreign torgues, and took
his little black fiddle from his side, and
save it to Mr. Brooks with as impressive
an air as 1if he bestowed a kingdom ; the
children looked on, wide-eyed and open-
mouthed. Then he died, and was buried,
and nobody ever knew anything further
about him; end the children twanged
the fiddle a while, and at !ast it was
hung up in the garret, and there had
been the end of it.

The little fiddle hung forgotten on its
nail; but the children grew in strength
and beauty every day, and made the
house nearly as lively as the ark must
have been in all the torty days before it
rested on Ararat. Sometimes the little
fiddle vibrated to their luughter, and
save it a laint «cho from its hollow
breast, but that was ail the share it had
in it.

What a chieerful group they were,
Belle and Jessie “and Fred and Frank,
and the twins rolling over each other,
and cbuckling as if that were the
freshest joke in the worll. They were
just as cheerful when a dezen years had
passed, and the children were becoming
men and wogen, childish boisterousness
was becoming high bred gayety and the
special talent was developing that which
helonged to each of them.

sut the general talent of that family
was for charity, They had a genius for
i'~ 2 gening, as Mr. Brooks' neighbors
usced to say, for turning themselves out
of doors in order to let somebody in; a
little house, but the largest you ever
knew, forit held the most—hospitable
to the rich and poor, but the wayfarer
never leaving it unrefreshed, the sufferer
uncomforted.

Yet the means todo so much were but
limited. Mr. Brooks had but a small
income; Mr. Brooks found it necessary
to count every penny twice over, to turn
and piece and remake, and never waste a
crumb. But when that was all done,
there was always something leit for the
widow and the fatherless; and the mo
ment there was anything to do, either
for North street, or Five DIoints, or Bor-
rioboola, Mrs. Brooks' door was the one
first rapped at. And what a vivid inter-
est it was that was taken throughout
that house in every case that came up,
from the time the little bright heads
BRI, Sl g, At Smers
rand! You could never sce a prettier
sight than those bright hcads, those
glowing faces, those pitying eyes. “My
buanch of blossoms,” Mr. Brooks used
to call them, azd say they gave their
honey to jevery bee that vagabondized
about them. Acrd, by-and-by, when
Belle was eighteen, and Jessic was just
turning sixteen, and the rest coming on,
this same sympathy with all suffering
was as active as of old, and Jessie's
lovely face scemed every day, to grow
lovelier with the meltine tenderness she
feit to every ove that needed entle
word or deed, and when she sang her
song in the evening the trait seemed
somehow to have strained itself through
the rich, sweet toncs of her voice, snd
to make the hearer's heart respond to its
touch and always fill his eyeswith tears.

“Our Jessie,” the father used to say,
“eught to have different instruction with
that voice. If yon hadn’t been such a
Sacdemanian, wife, all yo.r life, we
should have laid by enough to send Im‘J
to Italy and have her voice cu'tivated as
it shouid be.”

“Well, dear, would you throw away
ail your pleasant memories of pain re-
lieved, ard all the benefits it bas

in the children’s characters, and take it
out in musici” his wife would ask, I
should like* to have Jessies voice at-

tended to; but, bless you, it might do
her more harm than good.”

“Harm '™ said Beile once, a2 they
talked it over,

“Yes, dear; we all have our vanities,
aud to nurse one’s pride- "

“Obh, mamma, but to stand up and Iift
a thousand people on your voice as if it
were wings for them'! Think of that!
Of the delight she should give so many,
and then of the fortune she should make
and the things she could do! We would
have that children’s bospital, and—"
“Very true,” sighed Mrs. Brooks.
“Yery true,” sighzd her husband., 3'I
wou!d take $1,500 to send Jessie to Italy.
She would be too old to have it to do
her any good by the time I could get so
much money together.” And just there
came in the minister’s wife to see abount
the concert she was getting up for the
benefit of the poor De Maurice children,
whose parents—Ilately organist and
soprano in the little church—were lost
in the Destroyer on their way to Eurape
for some purpose, at which concert
Jessie was to sing a song, il she could
find the courage.

“You necedu’t be afraid, Jessie,” said
th: good minister’'s wife; “there’s
nobody in the audience that knows a
note more music than you do.”

“Ob, but he will—the®violinist, you
know; and Madame Reuter, if she
comes---"'

“She’s coming. We're to pay expenses.
And she represented the case to Signor
Pazzani, and told him they were the
children of musicians, and he volun-
teered. It was too good of him! They
arc to stay with me.”

“Oh, not both of them, Mrs. King;
one enough, with all your care. Send
one’s here,” said Mrs. Brooks.

“Well, I should be glad to, really. I'll
send you the signor. Now Jessie, sing
“The harp that once through Tara's
halls,’ just as if you were on the plat-
form, and we were all down on the seats
betore you.”

And so Jessie sang it, and her volce
swelled out as if a young sibyl sang

with the words,

“Thus Frecdom now so geldom wakes =
The only throb she gives

Is when some Leart indignant breaks,
To show that still she lives.™

And the minister's wife cried and
went home.

Ove afternoon npext week Madame
Reuter came down, and Mrs. King
brought the Signor Pazzani into the
Brookses’ parlor and left Lim.

It was not much preparation the
Brookses had been able to make for
their distinguished guest; they could
only fill his room full to overflowing
with Belle's flowers, that grew and
blossomed 1n every window the winter
long. Asfor their table, it was always
& miracle of snow and parsely trimmed
dishes, and it was impossible for them
to make much difference. They founa,
though, that it was of no consequence,
for the signor was indifferent to every-
thing bat bread and fruit and salad, and
presently lcoked sbout him for the
young lady who was to sing,

“You are she,” he said, presently, to
Jessie, and began talking with her about
her music while he crumbled his bread.
But it was not until some hours after
they left the table that he came down
from his room and demanded to hear
what she could do.

Poor Jessie had no more idesa of hesi-
tating or refusing than if an angel of
annunciation had appeared and bidden
her. She went instantly to the piano,
though Belle ran before her to play the
accompaniment. Belle had to play the
prelude twice over, though, before Jessie
could command her voice; and in the
first measure it trembled so that she
was afraid she would have to stop, and
she was pale as death. “Courage, cour-
age, my child,” cried the signor, and
she took a little and went on; and soon
she forgot the signor and her fright, and
was singing as freely as a bird in the
wild wood. “It is grand! 1t is deli-
cious!” cricd the signor in his own
tongue, which Jessie and Belle under-
stood tolerably. “It is a voice in a
thousand. In a thousand! A voice in
millions! Itis the nightingale’s! and
1t must have care, study, ‘training—
Italy!™

Jessie shook Ler head and felt very
much like crying. She knew if she
ever showed the least desire for Italy,
her father would cramp himself, her
mother forego her comforts, the children
deny themselves everything; they would
scll the p1ano, move into a meaner house.

ive on little, give rothing away. She
bad never intimated that she thought
the thing worth while. Now she shook
her head and ventured to say in such
Italian as she had, “It js impossible.
Please dont speak of it; it would only
make grief here. But thank you for the
kind words.”

And then the Signor gazed hard at the
lovely face with its madonna like oval,
and its great, soft dark eyes, and said:
“Nothing is impossible. Now I must
seck my violin. 1t was to come by ex-

press, but has mot, the good house
mother says.

No; it had not come, and what was

more, it never would come in its old
shape. The express had pet with an
accident, and all its contents had been
shattered. The violin that the
Holland had given Signor hman:h::
Jaques Stainer had made himselt in the
Tyrol two hundred years ago and more,
was nothing but & handfy] of chips.
It would bave been ludicrous, if it had
not been in reality harrowing, to see the
signor's grief and rage when he heard
of the destruction of his duling, anq
had the broken bits put into his hang,
He remembered nothing more abont
Jessie's voice, about the evening concert;
he sat down among the fragments, like
Marius in the ruins of Carthage, and
befrailed himself.

Lhis breath; e was comparing the meas-

interesting to an American than a good

time which bas hardly retired from his
mw,.—nr. J. G. Hollasd;
r for November.

It was an intensely cold and still
winter's day; there was not s sound to :
be heard in the village, save pow and |
then a distant sleigh bell, the dropping |
of some huge icicle, or the loui report
of some nail as it sprung with the frost !
in the rafters. As the signor sat there i
now with the broken volute of Lis violin |
in his left haod, and the other wound in ;
his hair distractedly, cpe of these nails
went off, as you might say, with more |
of an explosion than usual upon the |
frosty silence of the afternoon, followed ;
by a clear, resonant note that for a half |
moment seemed to fill the house with a
silvery vibration. They all heard it, and
looked up bewildered; and suddenly |
Jessie, with a joyous ery, gprang to her |
fect and darted from the room. The |
garret door had been 11t open by some '
body she found. In a moment she was
back, and had placed in the hands of
the signor, whose mood of frenzy had
been tucceeded by one of silent despera-
tion, the little black fiddle.

“It fell frem the nail,” she was sayiog.
“It was that we Leard. It wanted
to come ard comfort you, you sce. Is
it good for anything? Can you mend
your own with it? It is so old!™

“Why do you bring me this, my child
he asked, sadly, but took it, and rin his
eye over it.  Something seemed to strike
him as Le did so. Ie bent Lis head
quickly, lifted the violin to his ear and
tapped it and listened, ran his fingers
down its lines, took out his handker-
chiet and dusted it minutely. His
hands began to shake, he was holding

uremants of the little black fiddle with
certain fizures in the memorandum book
drawn from his pocket. He peered into
its every dimension in a sort of mad
haste. He ook a magnifier, and then
with a it of chamois leather beganp
rubbing the end of the little black fiddle
as if he were polishing a jewel. All at
once ke cried ont:

“Aha! Behold it!
dren, read! ‘“Soto la disciplima d' A.
Stradi-varius, Cromona, I. H. 8 It is |
his, the Giuseppe del Jesu's, when the
great Antoine was his master, That is
his seal, ‘I. IL 8. Oh, the roga«! Sut
he knew music! And Antoine Siridi-
varius has had it on his hands: has
looked at its side, its table, its onies, its |
lustrions varmish; has drawn the bow
across it; has sald it was good! Quick!
where are my strings! We will see; we
will see. There is no bridge. That is
all right. The bridge would not have
answered. My stainer bridge is whelc
yet.”

He was silent in a long but hurriea
unrolling and fastening of strings, an
endless tuning and hearkening and
tuning again, and then the walls of the
room were vibrant about them, and
Signor Pazzani was playing on the little
black fiddle, and the eweet, powerful
soncrity, the sauve, silvery, intense toue,
the mellow, but majestic strength, were
ringing in their ears “like the humming
of a swarm of angels’ wings,” smd the
sigonor, suddenly leaving off with his
bow in the air.

“Ab, look at it! What grace in the
curves! how severe the volute! how
elastic and bounding the tone! and color!
How purple, aod rich, and full of lus-
ters it will come out when I shall  re-
store it!” he cried, gayly smiiing on
them one and all. “It will be mine;
you will not think of keeping ii; you
can none of you play on it,” he began
to implore. “It's a Guaraerius, the
Guiseppe del Jesa's. It Is worth money
—it is worth more; you shall have a
thousand, you shall have fifteen hundred,
you shall have two thousand dollars for
i

“Oh, hush, indeed,” cried Jessle. “Of
course you shall have it, sir. It is value-
less to us: it is yours.”

“Stay, stay a moment, Jessle,” said
her father.

“The little black fiddle is mine. That
poor old vagabond, fallen from his high
estate, gave it to me. Itis a way bread
has of coming back upon the waters
after many days. If the signor wants
fo pay me a thousand dollars for it. we
will compass the other five hundred by
ourselves, and you shail go to Italy.”

The next morning Signor Pazzani
went off with the little black fiddle
tucked under bis arm, and Mr. Brooks
went to the cily with him to secure
Jessie's passage in the next steamer that
sailed for foreign shores. And the little
fiddie bad some share in it, after all.—
Harper's Rasar.

Read it, my chil-

]

American Filectlon.

It seems as if American readers must
be tired by this time of the ordinary
English society novel, procurable in any
quantity at a cheap rate. It has to do
with a form of social life more conven-
tional than our own, with scenery less
grand and attractive, with personalities
more feebly individualized, and with
events and incidents as much less inter-
esting than those of American life as
the conditions of English life are more
artificial than ours. Men may talk as
they chwose, or as they believe, about
age as being necessary to the creation of
an atmosphere of romance. We do not
agree with them. A child’s age of ro-
mance is its own childhood. The life 1t
{im:, and the things it sees sbout it, form
its romantic realm; and the childhood
of a pation is peculiarly its romantic
age, not only to the age which succeeds
it, but to itseelf. There is uoithing more

story, either of his own time or of the

On the 25th of Oetober, a bost sunk
wkile taking pecple across the Missis-

%ippi at Bt. Louis, and six persons were

Sarnum’s Early Days

A friend who knew Mr. Barnum of
old has sccidentally discovered among
some old papers of about 1831, and
shown us, the fgllowing curious card:

“PHINEAS T. BARNUM,
Boarpixe py TaE Day on WEEk,
54 FraxxrorT STREET,
New Yomx."”

This was probably in about the year
1830 or 1831, preceding Barnum's advent
in the career of s showman, with “Oid
Joyce Heath.” He had just been treated

| to sharp persecution bere in his mative

State, for his liberality in matters of
religious belief. Until about 1828 or
1829, it was not competent for & Uni-
versalist to testify in & court of law
bere in Connecticut. The Times battled
for & change in the law, and to good
effect, too; and, in Fairfleld county, Mr.
Baroum, with his Herald of Freedom,
did effective, it somewhat violent, service
in th> same direction, and for his attacx
on Judge Daggett and the court’s de-
cision, he was arrested and put in the
Danbury Jail. He served out his sen-
tence, and then went to New York,
where, it seems, he set out as the keeper
of a boarding house. A few years later
he conceived the brilliant idea of lsunch-
ing out fato the showman's business,
a career for which nature had more pe-
culiarly ana pre-eminently en lowed him
than any other man, before or since.
He got an old Maryland negress, took
her to Boston, and had circulated and
read in the Churches an appeal for aid
for ker to purchase her freedom—she
havicg raised enough money, into about
$300, and was, moreover, the same old
aunty who had nursed George Washing-
ton! The “sell” was perfect. The
ministers went to work to aid the con-
tribution, a larger sum than was asked
for was raised, and Baroum’'s career as
a showman began. His old negro wo-
man “drew” like a house on fire—not
ounly in Boston, but all avout the coun-
try; and the success of the scheme led
later to the “woolly horse,” and various
other wonders, and finally to the best
traveling show that this country has ever
scen. Mr. Barnum is unquestionably
a genius—if a peculiar one.—Hartford
Times.

Romaunce of the back steps: A sweet
spirituelle girl standiog on the pinzza
with & dry mop upraised; a huge tom
cat emerging stealthily from beneath
the steps; sudden and terrible descent of
the mop; & concussion; a last quavering
yowl; the tom cat straightening its
quivering limbs 10 the agonies of disso-
lution; return of the sweet, spirituelle
girl through the back dr~-- “Ma, I've
mashed him !"

An old man named Jacob Deering at
Peona, Ill., was found in his bed a tew
days ago, with his throat cut and his
clothes saturated with blood. Inquiry
thowed that the old man had tried to
commit suicide, Lut had not strength to
accomplish it, and it was thought he
could not recover.

Iowa Distriet Fair—Articles
Worthy of Neation.

EAcLE Inon Wonxs.—This extensive
manufactory of machinery located in
Des Moines, Iowa, has now greater fa-
cilities than ever before for promptly
filling all orders. Eagines and all

of machinery, as well as iron fronts for
buildings, and all kinds of iron and
brass castings are furnished om short
potice. Among the specialties is the
Champion 8talk Cutter, s machine
which has never been excelled or equaled
by any other. Itis light of draft, mm-
ple in its action, neat in construction
and durable. The special attention of
farmers is requested as to the merits of
this machine. It is easily operated and
does its work in fline style. Arrange-
ments are being made for its sale by all
first class dealers throughout the West.
For particulars address, Eagle Iron
Works, Des Moines, Iowa.

The United States Organ was awarded
the first premium at Des Moines, also at

Central

wishing terms and terri
dress McIntyre & Kimmel, Pri

“Ring Willlam,”

A famous pen pomli— t of the German
Emperor is probably the finest piece ot

should ad-
I

the State Fair. They are the [ 8 GOODMAN. |
finest instruments we have nm..“i‘bou

I8 THE OSLY
BRYANT & STRATTON SCHOOL

In Sowtnern Jowa. Life Scholarship, 850 00,
Send for circular to D, BURG KNS, pal,
Barlingtea, lowa.

The Best Evidence.

The following letter from Rey. E. S. Besr
Pastor M_ E. Church, Natick, Mass., will be read
with interest by many phwwicians. Also those
from the same disease as aficted the
son of Kev. K. S. Best. No perscn can doub!
this testimony, and there is no doubi@about the
curstive powers of Veuzning,

Namicx, Mase,, Jan. 1, 1873

MNr. f. R. lm—l)e‘n_.r Bir: We bave good
reason regarding IV EUETINE & mediciue of
the greatest value, "‘:.lnl assured that it Las
been the means of saving our sou's life. He is
Dow scveniecn years of age: for the last twe
ycars be has saffered from necrosts of his log,
caused by scrofulous affection, and was so far re-
duced that nearly all who saw him thoaght his
recovery impoesible. A council of able physi
clans could give ue bat the faintest hope u(ﬁlo

ever rallylag, two of the pumber dec that he
was the resch of human remedies, that
even ampatstion could not save him, as he had

pot vigor enough to endare the tioa. Just
 EGETINE, and
nl be has been con
:i:nmly ul‘-pnﬂu. L] hnhi:u.l:‘n saomed .l:l-
udies, thrown away cruic cane,
walks about cheerful and strong.
there s still some discharge from the
opening where his limb was we have the
fullest confidence that in a little time he will be
perfectly cured.

He has takem sbout three dozem bottles of
VEGETINE, but iately uses but litile. as he ¢
clares that he is 100 well to be taking medicine.

Respectfully yours, E. S, BEST.

Mes L. C. F. BEST,

The range of disorders which vield to the in
flaence of this medicine, and the number of de
fined discarcs which it nover fails to cure, are
greater than any other sing ¢ medicine has hith
erto heen even recommended for, by any otner
than the proprietors of some gusck postram
These diseases arv rcrofals and all Eraprive dis
cases and Tumors, Kheamatism, Gout, Nenralzia,
and Spinal complaints, and all Infdammatory
symptoms, Uicers, all Nyphliitic discascs, Kid
ney and Bladder diseascs, | ¥. the whole
train of painful disorders which so generall
afllict American women, sad which carry annn
ly thousands of them 1o premature graves; Uys

peaia, that unlverssl curse of American man-

; Heartbarn, Flles, Constipation, Nervous-
ness, inability to sleep and impure blood.

This is & formidable list of buman si!ments for
any single medicine to suceessfuliy attack and it
is not that any one articie before the
publie the er to cure the quarter of them
excepting the VEGETINE, It lays the axe at
the root uf the tree of diseases by first eliminsting
every lmparity from the NG.JI promoting th ¢
secretions, opening the pores—the great escape
system—Iinvigorating the liver to
'.‘.:.a"‘m.ﬂ' cagibeaing digeotion. Thle much oot
on. # much accom
i the d

p! b y and the permaseat cure of
not only we have enumersted, bat
likewise the whole train of chronic and comstitn-
tional e certaln to follow. This is

ily, that it is - “hr ﬂ::
easlly, s Bacoom t t
before the patient is aware of it himeelf.

The Dodge Excelsior Hay Press,

B 5 2 e Pringigle

precisely what l'ogeulo

County, lows,

prefitable employment for
by taking :uhu:t'p'

WHEELS SOAKED IN BOILINC OIL.

The best Sarven

feeels, used only
for ’atent Wheels.

The best Second
Growth Timber
put in JIlain
Wheels.

for P'rice List and Circular.

Competent
out the couatry. U
quired.

IMPROVED RAGINE WAGON.
\

MANUFACTURED

FISH BROS. & CO.,

RACINE, WISCONSIN.

Made by the UNION MANUFACTURING COMPANY,

E0 Y

Wartanted to be
the llest Finished,
the Best lroned,
and the Best Pro
portioned Wagon
in the Market

Ask your Implement Dealer for FISIHT BROS'. Wagons, or send to Factory

THE ROCK FALLS WAGON

R —

RUOCK FALLS, WHITESIDE COUNTY  1LLINGOIS

lal view ol the rhort time this w
by few and excelled by nooe in the country,

of
»end for prices and terms

has been on the marke!, of e g prrata

s supeniorlty. Adspled to Iarmere, teametors and enlgranis A

il w oy eguaied
Anreu & eure
-¢t'..v“1-.u-]rr4..'o‘

It fads readior sil: where lest

THALE

JAFE AND RELIABLE.

ilave You Weak Lungs ?
Have You a h or Cold V
‘fTave You Pain in Your Breast ?
lHave Yon any Throat Disease ?

Have You Com-& ?

USE Dz. L. Q. C. WISHART'S
PINE YREE TAR CORDUAL

‘re You Weak and Debilitated ?
o You Suffer from lmllmtltm?

Do You rﬂum a Tonie?
fave You No A e?

Do You need Bllﬂdl:‘ l‘n?
Mo You wish l.hstﬂ)g‘ﬂ “ﬂltll:g

USE Dz. L. (. C. WISHART'S

PINE TREE TAR CORDIAL
Rold bllnm

No. 233 North Second St., Phila.

Make Your Fortane!

GRAND GOLDEN DRAWING

—OF THE —

LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY

kes place Saturday, Dee.83.1873, positively
cmunm.m_
3880 Prizes, amounting to 8302,
Allin Gold. One Prize to every six tickets.
—ONLY—

20,000 1ickets at $50,00 U, 8. Carresry.
Tenths and twentieths Ip proportion.

Order tickets and wrile f+ circalare to
Leuisiana Btate Lettery Co.,
Leck Bex 603, Pos’ Ofce, New Oricass
and reiiabie agents wan'ed throegh

nexceptional guarsatoes re-

Ornamental

BUILDING PAPER

with wall paper fsish, corts jees Ihes oBe
fourih ae mach as plastering acd will psper. It
1o 9 cents & yuard chesper than common buiiding
paper end wall paper,

Use the Aluminens Paper for sheathing. '

lo vermia proof ead see lafammabic.
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